The Beggars Chorus, 


In the Fouial Re. 
To a pleaſant new Tune: 
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ere was a jovial Begger, A Bag foꝛ my Oat⸗ meal, 


9 
T he had a Tlooven Leg another fozmy Rye; 
Lame from his Cradle, A lirtie Bottle by my fide, 
and foꝛced foz2 to beg: to dꝛink when Pm a dy, 
And a begging we will go, And a begging we will go, 
well go, we 1 go, we 'I go, wel go, 


And abegging we will go. And a begging we will go. 
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ere was a jovial Begger, A Bag foꝛ my Oat⸗ meal, 


9 
T he had a Tlooven Leg another fozmy Rye; 
Lame from his Cradle, A lirtie Bottle by my fide, 
and foꝛced foz2 to beg: to dꝛink when Pm a dy, 
And a begging we will go, And a begging we will go, 
well go, we 1 go, we 'I go, wel go, 


And abegging we will go. And a begging we will go. 


A bag fo2 my wheat, J had the pretty knack, 
_ another fog wy Salt; to wheedle and to cry, 
A little patr of Crtctches, By young and by old, 
to ſte how J can halt, uch pittyede're was I, 
And a begging, cc. And a, tC. 


A bag fo my Bead, Fatherleſs and Motherleſs, 
another £0) m Checele, Still was my Complaint, 

Alittle Dog to follow me, And none that ever ſaw me, 
to gather what Jleeſe, but took me fo2 a Saint, 

And a begging, &c. And a, c. 

To Pimblico wel go, J beg'd fo2 my Faſter, 
where we ſhalt merry be; and got him ſtoze of pelf, 


With every man a Can in's hand But love nom be pꝛaiſed, 
and a {Wench upon his knee, I now beg fo2 my ſelf, 


And a begying, #C. And a begging, &c. 
And when that we're diſpoſed, TUlthin a ho!low Tree 
we tumble on the Gzals, Iltve, and pap no rent, 
Tith long patch'a Coats, P2ovidence pꝛovides to2 me, 
l az to hide a pꝛetty lals, and Jam well content. 
And a begging, &c. And a begging, EC. 
Seven Years J ſerved J fear no Pfo:tsagainff me, 
my old Maſter Wild, but live in open Cell. 
Seven ycars Jbegged Wyy who wou'd be a Ring - 
whtift J was but aChtid, when a beggar lives ſo well. 
And a begging, &c. And a begging we mill go. 
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